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Summary: "I've spent years avoiding this topic, hell, years avoiding 
these people, if only because I knew it would be better for them. 
Seeing the future, knowing it, being able to predict it, is no easy 
task, it takes a lot out of you." 


1 . Part 1 


I've spent years avoiding this topic, hell, years avoiding these 
people, if only because I knew it would be better for them. Seeing 
the future, knowing it, being able to predict it, is not easy task, 
it takes a lot out of you and more often you only end up seeing the 
bigger picture. For me, the bigger picture was how many lives I could 
save while still making sure that Harry defeated the Dark Lord. For 
Dumbledore, it was making sure that Harry could do it. He was a lamb 
being lead to slaughter. I'm happy he made it, and happier that he 
doesn't remember the role I played in leading him there. I know, 
however, that eventually the spell that had been cast to suppress 
people's memories of me will eventually fade, and I may have to hide, 
or I may have to face the hatred of those who once considered me a 
friend . 


For now, my story starts in my fourth year at Hogwarts. It was the 
year of the Triwizard Tournament. Well, I guess it started a little 
earlier than that, in my third year. I'd just started taking 
Divination with Harry, Ron and Hermione, and it seemed that I'd 
actually had a third eye. The divination class had triggered it, and 
I'd spent much of the year vomiting up my insides due to visions. By 
my fourth year, only strong visions would do that to me, and by my 
fifth only true prophecies. It seemed that the way my third eye 
worked was solely based on my decisions, it seemed as though unless I 
influenced the matter, the future was set in stone. There were things 
however that were fated, like Dumbledore ' s death in Harry's sixth 
year. There was nothing I could do to change that, it was fated. 



But I digress, in my fourth year, I became close to Harry, Ron, 
Hermione and the Weasley twins. I wasn't included in everything, they 
all had their secrets, and I had my own, but we became friends. Now 
I'll say this, before I was friends with them, I'd spent quite a bit 
of time on my own, being the only Gryffindor girl other than Hermione 
not very interested in boys, gossip and the like, so I wasn't exactly 
well liked by the other girls. In fact I was often ignored, not 
bullied like Luna had been, but almost shunned. Eventually I had 
gotten used to it, that is until Hermione had approached me, we'd 
started talking and things spiraled from there. It also seemed that 
Hermione noticing me also attracted the attention of the Weasley 
twins, who I'd end up spending quite some time with. The problem with 
that was that I'd already had a huge crush on Fred Weasley, which of 
course made it so that I blushed brightly whenever I was with 
them . 

This is where I'm going to skim over some of the more embarrassing 
bits where I'm extremely jealous of Angelina Johnson going to the 
Yule Ball with Fred and I end up having a fainting spell in which I 
predict Cedric Diggory's death during the final task. Okay so maybe I 
wont really skim over it. I guess this is where I make the twins hate 
me by essentially screaming at Fred for being gross and making out 
with Angelina when really all I wanted to do was tell him I was in 
love with him. My collapsing due to a vision was the icing on the 
cake. This of course leads me to run to Dumbledore and tell him, 
which has him test me to see if I'm a true seer for hours and hours 
until we all reach the conclusion that I am. All of this of course 
has me missing and has the twins searching for me, until they receive 
word from McGonagall that I'm perfectly fine and simply having a 
meeting with the headmaster. 

Now this is where it starts to get tricky. Dumbledore and I begin to 
plot how we can possibly save as many lives as we possibly can. We 
end up doing this by having me predict what will happen and where and 
send as help there. He first has me search for futures where we can 
avoid the Dark Lord's resurrection, until we realize each time we 
prevent it, the future only gets worse. So we switch gears, we allow 
the Dark Lord to resurrect, but we then make sure that Cedric 
survives, we do this by pushing Harry to take the trophy on his own, 
he never does. So instead we tell Cedric to throw himself against the 
tree behind him the moment he hears the words, "Kill the spare." This 
we hope provides enough of an illusion that he can get away with his 
lif e . 

He survives, but my relationship with Harry, Hermione, Ron and the 
twins does not. Dumbledore pressing me to press Harry to take the cup 
on his own made them all think that I'd betrayed them, and that I'd 
been working for Voldemort the entire time. This coupled with the 
fact that I'd been disappearing to see Dumbledore increased their 
suspicions of me, and so the summer comes and passes, and so does the 
beginning of fifth year, where I spend most of my time balancing 
classes, taunts from other Gryf finders and meeting with Dumbledore. 

It is a few month before, the incident in the Department of Mysteries 
that I have a strong vision, this one essentially tells me that I 
must sacrifice myself to save wanted criminal Sirius Black from 
falling in the veil. I tell the Headmaster and we prepare, I make as 
many predictions of the future as I can and hope that we have enough 
options and strategies, to win this war without me. 


And so when Dumbledore ' s Army traveled to the Department of 



Mysteries, I followed, carefully, and quietly. I knew they didn't 
trust me, and I would only distract them if they knew I was following 
them. So I waited, and the battle began, when I saw Sirius move 
towards the veil I moved closer and then, my body moved on its own 
and I managed to push him out of the way, only to be caught by the 
Lady Death Eater's spell. After that all I knew was weightlessness. 
Eventually I reached a point of consciousness , this is where I met 
them, the spirits of the veil. They taught me all they could, every 
spell, every seeing technique, I learned and absorbed as much as I 
could. It felt as though I was there for years. I wasn't. I was there 
for a few months at best. Eventually the veil deposited me where I 
needed to be, right in the middle of the Headmaster's office, ten 
days before the start of Hogwarts. Dumbledore would later tell me 
that I'd started spewing out a prophecy the moment I fell out the 
veil, I kept repeating, 

"Only when the dark one has risen 

the girl forgotten 

and the mentor fallen 

will the darkness truly be defeated." 

He told me that I started seizing, and then vomited black clouds out 
of my mouth. I was unconscious for weeks after that. When I 
eventually woke up I was surprised to find that my once dark brown 
hair had gone a stark white, and that was only the beginning of the 
changes my body had gone through, it seemed as though the spirits of 
the veil had left their own unique mark on me. My arms were covered 
in runes, all sorts of different runes, now I wasn't the smartest 
person, I knew my talents and they'd always lain in Divination, but 
it seemed that my time in the veil had lead to me developing a few 
new abilities, mostly the ability to disappear at will and the 
ability to cast certain spells that had not been known to the world 
before. It was then that we realized that the girl that needed to be 
forgotten was me. Dumbledore hadn't been sure, but the runes 
confirmed it, granted having the forgotten one tattooed on your arm 
helps just a little. The spirits of the veil had told me how the 
enchantment worked, once it was placed it could only be broken by 
having someone recognize you, that could take years of constant 
contact, or one very strong relationship. Either way, we knew the 
risks and we took them. Dumbledore himself wasn't affected by the 
enchantment, we think it was because the spirits protected him. Erom 
then on we planned and plotted, he introduced me to the Order of the 
Phoenix as a seer, and the rest was history. 

He died at the end of that year. 

The year Harry and company went Horcrux hunting, I followed them and 
made sure they were okay. I was the reason they even managed to find 
the damn sword of Gryffindor. The rest of the time I spent preparing 
for the final battle. I would make sure as many people as I could 
survived . 

The final battle finally happened, I made myself disappear. I spent 
the entire battle defending anyone who was at risk of dying. I pushed 
Ered out of the way before the wall collapsed. I shielded Lupin and 
Tonks as much as I could. I made sure they survived, I couldn't save 
everyone. Lavender Brown didn't make it, and neither did little 



Collin Creevey. I saved as many as I could. I'm glad I saved as many 
as I could, but I think I'll always wish I could have saved more. I'm 
happy Teddy had his parents and god parents. After Harry left the 
Headmaster's office, I sat there and cried for hours. I cried for 
what I lost and what I would most likely never get back. And then I 
left. I guess this is where we are right now doctor. You can go 
through my memories, or test me with Veritaserum and I'll just tell 
you the same story. I guess, I just needed to let out what I'd 
lost . 

I don't think I had a strong enough connection with anyone really for 
them to recognize me as anyone but the new Divination teacher. I 
guess it upsets me, I never really had any family to speak of, my 
mother died when she gave birth to me, and my father fed me, but 
never really raised me. I took care of myself. I guess I'll just keep 
doing that then. 


2 . Part 2 

Looking back on the last few hours. I've made one realization. Sirius 
Black is a child. A very stupid child. I'd been grading homework for 
three hours before I got the urge to bother the Headmistress. See 
given that I've become the new divination teacher, I've decided to 
put on an act, for my own amusement of course. Essentially I've 
decided to act exactly like Trelawney would, only worse, much, much 
worse. I was an annoying mix of Lockhart and Trelawney. I think I 
spent quite a bit of time laughing my ass off at how annoyed most 
people were whenever I came around. It was also a great way to make 
people leave me alone. No one wanted to talk to the crazy, stuck up, 
self-absorbed seer in the tower. It was wonderful. 

That is until Sirius Black got into my shit. It seems while I was in 
my office the Transfiguration professor took little Teddy Lupin and 
snuck into my quarters. Upon seeing my pensive, they decided to stick 
their little heads in it. The asshole saw every single one of my most 
important memories. My meetings with Dumbledore, Gryffindor taunting 
and bullying me because of my fallout with the trio and the twins, my 
father, falling in to the veil, and then he started remembering. All 
the memories my enchantment suppressed burst like a dam inside his 
head, and then it fell apart for everyone else. Everyone suddenly 
remembered who I was, and well people can be rather surprised and 
angry when they discover someone's been fucking with their heads. Of 
course, now Black (that asshole) was the only one other than me who 
really knew the whole story. So when I walked into the Headmistress's 
office to ask for some inane, useless divination tool. I walked into 
a room filled with people, with Black at the front telling them my 
story. The headmistress looked up, saw my face, saw my hair and well. 
She made the connection, and it looked like everyone else had as 
well. Now I wish I could tell you I stood there bravely and explained 
everything. I wish I could say that I didn't say "Oh shit," and then 
make a run for it. But I did. 

I ran like my life depended on it . I don't think Hogwarts had seen 
anything as ridiculous as the Divination professor running from most 
everyone on the staff, most of the Weasley family, the golden trio 
and a little boy. Now I'm not athletic, but I think I managed to run 
like Darth Vader was after me. It wasn't a pretty sight. I managed to 
hide fast enough to disappear and sneak off to Hogsmeade where I 
could apparate to hide at Luna's. Luna kicked me out almost 



immediately and told me to stop hiding from people and just confront 
the situation. I hid in my apartment for a few hours before realizing 
I'd left my floo at home connected to my floo at Hogwarts and before 
I could run I was put in a full body bind by the brightest witch of 
our age. Fucking Hermione. She promptly levitated me and sent me 
right back to McGonagall's office. I was very put out. 

So that's how a found myself tied up in front of almost everyone I 
cared about and actively hid from. Let just say my running away 
wasn't taken so well and it lead to a very, very, very long lecture 
from Hermione about suppressing people's memories and running away 
when you're finally discovered. I think I fell asleep midway through. 
If there was one thing I did not miss about being friends with 
Hermione it was being lectured by her. Every single Weasley I knew 
was bright red in anger. I don't think I've ever seen Fred and George 
so angry in my life, not even after they thought I'd betrayed them. 
I'll admit, it was pretty entertaining watching them, and the other 
Weasleys scream and shout at each other. I don't think Sirius was 
really sure what to make of me. I'm sure he'd heard all about me from 
Dumbledore and Harry, all good and bad things, and I'm sure he 
appreciated not dying because me, but I'm also fairly sure that 
fucking with his head, not cool. I mean I did try to explain that I 
didn't have to pick and choose memories to get rid of, just that 
literally the spell took anything that had anything to do with me and 
replaced and suppressed it. I had no control, but I don't think they 
were all that interested. I'm pretty sure they were more interested 
in how I wasn't dead, given that falling into the veil was a death 
sentence, and how the fuck I was able to essentially remove myself 
from their heads the way I did. 

That didn't calm them down one bit. I think they were all very 
offended at the lack of curtesy afforded to them. So I guess as 
revenge Sirius went through my office and had everyone in the room 
stick their head in my pensive. Now that royally pissed me off, 
because even though they had the right to know what was happening and 
what I'd done. That doesn't mean the have the right to go through my 
shit. They went through my shit anyway. I guess its not too awful 
since they'll see everything the way I saw it. Its just bad because 
my memories are mine to show to whoever the fuck I wanted to show. 

The worst part was the Fred is definitely gonna know I'm still in 
love with him. Okay maybe I need to get my priorities straight. 

That's not the worst part. That might actually be all the time I 
spent with Dumbledore slowly wasting away because I couldn't keep any 
food down because of the stress of pressure visions over and over 
again. Or all the plans we made, or that fact that I knew Dumbledore 
was going do die and couldn't do anything about it. Or third year. 
Just third year. Or fifth year. That was pretty shit too. Sixth year. 
Okay pretty much my entire time at Hogwarts was a shit show of me 
throwing up various things (lets not forget those weird ass black 
clouds that came out of my mouth that one time.) There was a lot of 
vomit in my life. 

While I was reflecting on all of the times I'd vomited during my 
life. The nosy jerk faces came out of my pensive. I was too busy 
rating the best and worst vomits of my life. At the very least 
vomiting black clouds was cool. When they finally got my attention, I 
made that well known. 


"You know, I think vomiting black clouds in sixth year was the best 
time I've ever thrown up, and my first vision in third year was 



probably the worst, I don't think projectile vomiting on Filch after 
getting out of class really did well for my reputation that year." I 
told them. I'm pretty sure I saw everyone turn just a little green at 
the thought of seeing that again. "I didn't even know I'd eaten that 
much, there were pools of it everywhere." 

I think I saw Harry retching a little in the back (take that nosy 
fart face) . Hermione just ran towards me and refused to let go. She 
kind of just started crying and apologizing in my lap. It was gross, 
and there was snot. Lots of snot. Tonks and Remus thanked my for 
giving them the opportunity to have a life with their son, and Tonks 
hit me over the head. Sirius just stared at me, and muttered an 
apology for being at jerk, and Harry muttered one for making everyone 
hate me. I think they were still pretty mad about everything, 
honestly I was just trying to find a way to get the fuck out. This 
entire experience was like my worst nightmare. 

Then the worst part of the worst nightmare happened. I'd been in the 
midst of untying myself while the nosy farts where distracted in 
their self pity party. Okay so I wasn't really mad at them. I 
understood why they went through my memories, they needed to see for 
themselves that I was who they though I was. I'm just someone that 
avoids situations like this, I'd rather be alone than have people 
treat me the way I was being treated now, like some fragile broken 
doll, who needed people to fix the wrongs they had done. I knew I've 
done wrong things in my life. I've killed death eaters, I've kept 
secrets, I've pushed people to do things that could hurt them because 
I know it would be better for the greater good and I've done it 
without thinking about how that could hurt them. I regret none of it. 
I'll have to live with the guilt of hurting people, and being hurt 
back, but what they did to me was nothing compared to the ocean of 
harm I did them in the name of the greater good. But I wasn't about 
to tell them that. I think they knew though, seeing they'd probably 
seen my first meeting with MindHealer I'd talked to before I started 
working at Hogwarts. 

While I was reflecting on that golden nugget Fred and George came up 
to me and untied the rest of my bonds. 

"I know," he says, "I know you were in love with me in your fourth 
year, I loved you too. No I still love you now. I know its been 6 
years since I last saw you, and remembered you, but everything is 
still the same. I never stopped." 

"Well, fuck," I said eloquently, "I guess I never really stopped 
loving you either." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Hi Guys ! <strong> 

**So, I've kinda of just started writing a little again. I actually 
wrote this of story the way its written for a reason. I'm a 
Psychology major and I recently did an assignment on a type of 
therapy called Narrative therapy, which is essentially at its core 
telling your story, and I kind of wanted to explore this little plot 
bunny in my head, but I wanted to do it in a way that really spoke to 
that type of therapy, so I wrote this story the way I think someone 
would have told it in that kind of therapy situation. 



**Thanks ! ** 


* *Queenof Butt ons ** 


End 
f ile . 



